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receives two serious shocks.
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affair, The other frightens her.
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Cassion finds his wife alone on the
hill and discovers a man's footprints.
He accuses her angrily.

CHAPTER XlI—Continued.

*“The print is fresh, not anclent, and
none of the men from my camp have
come this way.”

He strode forward acrogs the nar-
row open space and disappeared into
the fringe of trees bordering the edge
of the bloff. 1t would have been easy
for me to depart, to escape to the se-
curity of the tent below, but curlosity
Deld me motionless, 1 knew what he
woitld dlscover, and preferred to face
the consequences where 1 was free to
answer him face to face. 1 wished
him to be suspicious, to feel that he
bind a rival; T would fan his jealousy
to the very danger point, Nor had 1
fong to walt. Forth from the shmide
of the trees he burst and came toward
me, his face white, hls eyes blazing.

*"Tis the fellow T thought,” he burst
forth, “and he went down the face of
the bluff yonder. So you dared to have
tryst with him?"

“With whom, monsieur?"”

TV Artigny, the young fool! Do you
think me blind? DIl 1T not know vou
were together in Quebec? What are
you langhing at?”

“T was not lnughing, monsieur, Your
ridicenlous charge does not amuse me.
I am a woman; you insult mhe; T am
your wife; you charge me with Indis-
eretion. If yon think to win me with
such cowardly Insinuations youn know
little of my nature. I will not talk
with you, nor discuss the matter. 1
return to the camp”

His hands clinehed &s though he
had the throat of nn enemy hetween

them, but angry as he 'was, some
vague doult restralned him.
“AMon dien! 1I'll fight the dog!"
“IVArtigny, Fou mean? 'Tis his

trade, I hear, and he I8 goond at It

“Bah! a8 bungler of the woode, 1T
doubt if he ever crossed blades with
a swordsman. But mark you this,
madame, the lad feels my steel If ever
you so muach as speak to him again'

There was contempt in my eves, nor
ald I strive to disgulse It

“Am 1 your wife, monsieur. or your
sluve ™

“My wife, and I know how to hold
you! Mon dleu! but yon shall learn
that lesson. I was a fool 1o ever give
the brat place !n the boats. La Barre
warned me that he wonld make trou-
Be. Now 1 tell you what will ocenr
if you play false with me.”

“You may spare your thrents—they
welgh nothing. The Bleur d'Artigny
g2 my friend, and I shall address him
when it pleases me, With whatever
quarrel may arise between you I have
no fnterest. Let that suffice, and now
1 bld you good night, monsieur.””

He made no effort to halt me, nor
%o follow, and I made my way down
the darkening path, without so much
w8 turning my bead to observe hls
movements, It was almost like a play
to me, and I was reckless of the con-
séquences, Intent only on my purpose.

In the early dawn we broke camp
w8 ususl, except that chosen boutmen

guided the emptied canoes through the

rapids, while the others of the party
mude portage along the rough shore,
fu the smooth water above we all em-

Inlke,

| tures

ne words can express the rap-
with whieh I stood nnd gazed
| neross that expanse of heaving, rest
less witer. The men luoched thelr
canoes upon the surface and made
camp In the edge of the forest, but
I conld not maove, could not restrain
my eyes, until darkness descended and
left ull before me a vold.

It wae scarcely more than daybreak
when we broke eamp nnd headed our
canoes out into the lake. With the
dawnp, and the glint of sunlight over
the watera, much of my drend depart-
ed, and I could appreciate the wild
paddiers bent to thelr work, The
shiirp-prowed conoes swept
the waters swirtly, no longer battling |
agninst a current, and the shore line |
ever In vlew was fascinoting in its
green folinge. We kept elose to the
northern shore, and soon found pas- |
amid nomerous lslands, forest |
covered, but with high, rocky outlines,

For four days we coasted thus, never
ont of slght of shove, and usonlly with
islands betweon us and the maln body
of wuter, In all that time we had no
slgn of man—not even a wisp of
smoke, nor Lheard the erack of Jdistant
rifle, About us extended loneliness
nml desolation, great witers never
still, vast forests grim and somber,
tall, menacing rocks, bright-colored In
the sun,

Asg Inst we left the chain of Islands
belind, and one morning struck out
from the shore Into the waste of wa-
ters, the prows of the cinoes turned |
westward, the steersman guiding our
conrge by the sun, Por several hours
we were bheyond view of land, with

=g

gray sen, and then, when 1L was nearly
night, we reached the ghore and
beached oar cancés at St Ignnce,

8o much had been sgald of St. Ignace,
nnd so long had the nnme been fn-
miline throughout New France, 'that
my first view of the place brought
me bitter disappolntment,

The miserable Hitle villoge was upon
i point of land, originally covered with
hedavy growth of forest. A bit of this
had been  rudely cut, the rotting
stumps still standing, and from the
timber a dozen rough log houses had
been constroeted facing the lake. A
few rods hack, on slightly higher land,
was a log ¢bapel and a honse, some-
what more pretentions than the others,
in which the priests lodged. The whole
ngpect of the place was peculiarly
desolate and depressing, facing that
vist waste of water, the black forest
shadows behind, and those rotting
stumps {n the foreground.

Nor was our welecome one to make
the heart rejoico. Scarce a dogen per-
song gathered at the beacy to ald us
in making landing, rough engages
mostly, and not nmong them all a face
fomillar. It was only later, when
two priests from the misslon cnmea
hnrrying forward, that we were greet-
ed by cordlal speech. These invited a
few of us to become guests at the
miesion house, and assigned the re-
miinder of our party to vacant huts,

Casslon, Chevet and Fere Allouez
accompanied me as 1 walked beside a
voung priest up the beaten path, but
IVArtigny was left behind with the
men. [ overbeard Casslon order him
to remain, but he added some word

ney.
Those, were dull, lonely daya |
puseedd i the desolate mi=«ion houwse,
Lawwhifle the others were bhusy at thelr
irione tark Only ot night time, or

| of anger Into the younger man's face, |
| although he merely turned on hig heel
without reply.

We remnined at St. Ignace three
dnys, buslly engaged In repalring our
cunoes and rendering them fit for the
long voynge yet before us, From thils
polot we were to venture'on trencher:
ous waters, as yet scarcely explored.
the shores inbablted by savage, un-
known tribes, with not a white' man
in all the long distance from Green
Bay to the Chicago poringe, Ofee |
ot out the map nand traced the dis-
feciing sick at heart as I thus
realized move clearly the weary Joui-

L nee

ad they stipgeied In 1o thelr meals, d1d

I see anyone Lt ére Allouwez, who
was flwayse elo=e al hood, a slilent
slindow from whose prisence T eonld
not cacape. 1 vigited the priest’s gal
ey, elimbedd the overionking
the seater amd evont yentured Into th
tlark forest, hat he was over besid
mie, gmave bt Ingdd<tont on dalng |
TeTTL Il Wil 1 uly glimmpse I hod
of TVArilg vos of n distaner,
ot onee QR be appraneh the pslssio
Hottde =0 1 w sl enouch wle
BT | ] ninl all pr
L ! f I
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0 Of wliat
it hiinppens
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o e th I = full sig
I I cloar to my w
{ It was altor alghtia
refurnisd to the mis
]  hyrsey Il Ihtie weke burning
._ i the table, and the th riesis wa
ruiier impy nily watling their ovor
g meal,  ovenslom exchanging
rlef sentences, or peering out throu;
the open window toward the

water. r

Cassion eame In alons, vet I
doeved nothing steapge about hils
pedrinec, oscept that he falled
groet me with ' the nsual attempt
gallantry, althouzh hiz sharp o3

gwnpt our fuers ns he

elosed the door,

und =tared sbhoutl the robm,

“What! not eaten Fet?™ he
clitlhmed. 1T anticipatell my fate
bhe o lonely m for the rascals
worked lige snalle, and I would not

them rest until oll was fAnishied,
Faith the oder Is appetizing, and 1 am
hungry as a bear.”

The younger priest waved hig hond
to the servant yet askeil softly:

“Monsleur Chevet—he is delayed
algo?"

“He will sup with his men tonlght,”
returned Cassion shortly, seatlng him-
self on the bench. *“The sergeant
keeps guard of the cances, and Chevet

ave

song of delight with which our Indian |

through |

[ window

naught to rest the eye upon save the | |

will be useful with those off duty."”
The man ate as though nearly fam-
ished, his rendy tongue unusually si-
lent, and at the conclusion of the meal
appeared o fatigued that [ made eurly
excuse fto withdraw so he might rest
in comfort, climbing the lndder in one
corner to my own bed beneath the
eaves, This apartment, whose only
advantage was privacy, was no more
thun a narrow space between the slop-
ing rafters of the roof, unfurnished,
but with a small window in the end,
closed by n wooden shutter, A partl-
tion of axe-hewn planks divided this

| attle Into two compartments, thus com- ‘

posing the priests’ sleeplng chambers,
While I sas there they both occupled
tlie one to the south, Cassion, Chevet
and Pere Allonez resting in the maln
room below.

As I lowered the trap in the floor,
#lutting out the murmur of volces, I
wias enastious of no desire to sleep,
my mind buslly occupied with possi-
bilities of the mworrow. [ opened the
ind seated myself on the
floor guzing out at the nlght. HBelow
extended the priests’ garden, and be-
yond the dark gloom of forest depths,

The way of egress wias ensy—i mere
step to the flut roof of the kitchen,
the dovetalled logs of which afforded

The Way of Egress Was Eaasy.

a ladder to the ground. I had no ob-
Ject in such adventure, but a restless
impulse urged me, and, almost before
I realized my actlon, I was upon the
ground. Avolding the gleam of light
which streamed from the open win- '
dow of the room below, I crossged the
garden and reached the path leading
downward to the shore. From this
point 1 could percelve the wide l'ﬂﬂ'i
of water, showlng silvery in the dim
moonlight, and detect the darker vim
of the land. There was fire on the

in lower volee, which brought a flush
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point below the buts, and its red glare

| tonselous of an odd

afforded glimpses of the eanoes—mers
blurred outlines—and oceasionally the
figure of a man, only recognizable as
he moved,

I wos stlll staring at this dim ple-
ture when some noise, other than the
wind, startled me and [ drew silontly
back behind a great stump to avold
discovery. My thought was that some-
one had left the mission house—(Cns-
slon perhaps with final orders to thore
on the bepeh—but a moment Mter I
reallzed my mistake, yet only crouched
lower in the shadow—a man wns ad-
vaneing from the bLlack concoalment
of the wools and erossing the open
Spnee,

He moved eantionzly, yet holdly
enough, nnd Lis movemenis were not
those of an Indian, although the low
Iinshios us and the house
ahindow, prevented my distineuisting
more thun his mere outline. It was
only when he lifted his head Into the
sloam of Hzlt, anil took linsty survey
through the window of the scene with-
in, that 1 recognized the face of
IVArtleny, He lingered scarvely a
moment, evidently satisfiod with what
e saw, andd then drew silently baek,
hesituting a heief gpace, ag thoush do-
bating Wls next movement.

T walted breatlhiless, wondoring whiat
Is purpose could be, half Inelined to
ntereept and gquestion hlm.  Was he
WeKing 1o sorve Iy cause? to loarn
ue trath of my relationship with Cns-
lon? or did he bave some other ob-
feet, gome perdonn! feuld In owhileh he
revenge? The dOrst
sent the warm blood lenping throngh
Iy veius; the scoond left me shivering
ns i with sudden ohtil

Even ns I stood, heslintin
tuin, he turned and rete
ong the same path of
masing me not ten steps away and
vinisiilng into wood, 1 (hought
he paused nt the odge and bent dowan,
vill before 1 found wvolee or determin-
Atlom to stop hiim, he had disappeared.
My cournge returned, spurred by cur-
osfty,  Why should be take so round-
Ahout a1 way to reach.the shore? What
wus that black, shopeless thing he had
pinzed to examine? I could see some-
there, dark and motionless,
though to my eyes no more than o
shdow,

I ventured toward It ereeping be-
hind the bushes bordeting the path,
fear ns 1 drew
choser, Yet it was not unti] I emerged
from the fringe of shrubbery that even
the faintest cooception of whnt the
objeet was 1 saw ocenrred to me,
Then 1 stopped, frozen by horror, for
I confronted n dead body.

For an Instant T could not utter a
sound or move 4 muscle of my body.
My hands eclung convulsively to n
nearby branch, thos supporting me
erect In spite of trembling lHmbs and
I stared at the gruesome object,
black and almost shapeless In the
moonlight. Only part of the trunk
wans revealed, the lower portion con-
cealed by bushes, yet I could no longer
doubt it wns a man's body—a large,
beavily bullt man, his hat stlll crushed
on his head, but with face turned
away.

What cournge overcame iy horror
and urged me forward I cannot tell;
I seemed Impelled by some power not
my own, a vague fear of recognition
tugeing at my heart. I erept nearer,
almost inch by Inch, trembling at
every nolse, dreading to discover the
truth,, At last I could perceive the
ghustly features—the deand man was
Hugo Chevet,

I nerved myself to the effort, and
turned the body suffclently to enable
me fto discover the wound—he had
been plerced by a knife from behind;
had fallen, no doubt, without uttering
a cry, dead ere he struck the ground.
Then it was murder, fonl murder, n
blow in the back. Why had the deed
been dome? What spirit of revenge,
of hatred, of fear, could have led to
such an act? I got again to my feet,
staring about through the weird moon-
light, every nerve throbbing, as 1
thought to grip the fact and find its
cause, Blowly I drew back, shrinking
in growing terror from the corpse,
until 1 was safely in the priest's gar-
den, There I paused irresolute, my
dazed, benumbed brain beginning to
grasp the situation and assert itself.

betweon

sought

T, unoer-
el his steps

lils npprauch,

the

thing

CHAPTER XII.
The Murder of Chevet

Who had killed him? What should
I dn? These were the two guestions
haunting my mind, and becoming mote
and more Insistent. The light still
burned In the mission house, and I
could pleture the scene within — the
three priesta reading, or talking softly
to each other, and Casslon asleep on
his bench in the corner, wearled with
the day.

I'could not understand, could not
imagine a cause, and yet the nssassin
must have been IArtigny. How else
could I account for his presence there
in® the night, his efforts at concenl-
ment, his bending over the dead body,
and then hurrying away without
sounding an alarm. The evidence
agalnst the man seemed conclusive,
and yet I would not condemn. There
might be other reasons for his sl
lence, for his secret presence, and If
I rushed into the house, proclaiming
my discovery and confessing what I
had seen, he would be left without
defense.

Shrinking, shuddering at every
shadow, at every sound, my nerves
throbbing with agony, I managed to
drag my .body up the logs, and In
through the window. 1 was safe there,
but there was no banishing from mem-
ory what I had seen—what 1 knew
lay yonder in the whbod shadow., 1
gank to the floor, clutching the sill, my

eéyes staring through the moonlight.

Once I thought I saw & man's indls-

thonght |

tinct fgure move aeross an open Apace, |
and once I heard volces far away,

I do not know that I was ealled,
yet when I awoke a faint light pro-
clalming the dawn was In the sky,
and sounds of activity reached my
enrs from the room below. I felt tired
and cramped from my unnatural posi- ]
tion, but hastened to Joln the others. |
The morning meal was already on the
table, and we nte as usual, no one |
mentioning Chevet, thus proving the |
body had not been discovered. I could
scarcely choke the food down, anticl-
pating every instant the sounding of
nn alarm. Casslon hurried, excited, no
doubt, by the prospect of getting nway
on our journey, but scemed in excol
lent immor. Pushing back the box on
which he sat he buckled his plstol Lelt,
gelzed bls hat and strode to the door.

“We depart at once” he procialmed
htlefly, “8o I will leave you here to
bring the lady.*

ere Allouez, still buslly engnged,
murmured some [ndistinet reply and
Crassion's ayes met mine,

“You Jook pale nnd weary this morn-
ing,' he sald. “Not fear of the voy-
nge, I hope?

“No, monsiour,” I manpaged to an

“He Is Dead—the Big Man,” He Stam-
mered,

swer quletly. “I slept ill, but shall he
hetter presently — shall I bear my
blankets to the boats?”

“The servant will see to that, only
let there be as little delay as possible. |
Al! here comes a messenger from
below—what fs it, my man?" }

The fellow, one of the goldiers whose
face 1 dld not recall, halted in the
open door, gasping for breath, his eyes
roving about the room. ‘

“He 1s dead—the blg man.” he stam- |
mered. “He is there by the woods.”

“The blg man—dend!" Cassion t]l‘t‘\\"
back, as though struck a blow, “What
big man? Whom do you meun?" ‘

“The one in the gecond canoe, mon-
sleur; the one who roared.” '

“Chevet? Hugo Chevet? What has
happened to hin? Come, speak up, or
I'll slit your tongue!”

The man gulped, gripping the door
with one hand, the other pointing out-
ward.

He is there, monsieur, beyond the
trall, at the edge of the wood. I saw
him with his face turned up — Mon
dieu! so white; I dare not touch him,
but there was blood where a koife
had entered his back.”

All were on thelr feet, thelr faces
pleturing the sudden horror, yet Cas-
slon was first to recover his witg, ani
lead the way without. Grasping the
soldler's arm and bidding him show |
where the body lay, he throst him
through the door. I llngered behind
shrinking from being again compelled
to view the sight of the dead man,
yet unable to keep entirely away. Cas- |
slon stopped, looking down at the ob-
Ject on the grass, but mnde no éffort
to tonch it with his hands. The sol-
dier bent and rolled the body over, and |
one of the priests felt in the pockets |
of the jacket, bringing forth a puper;
or two, Casslion took these, gripping !
them in his fingers, his face appearing
gray in the early light. !

“Mon dieu! the man has been mur-
dered,” he exclaimed, “a dastard blow |
in the back, Look about and see If
you find a knife. Had he quarrel with
anyone, Moulin®

The soldler straightened up.

“No, monsleur; 1 heard of none, |
though be was often rough and harsh
of tongue to the men. Ah! now I re-
call, he had words with Sleur d'Artl- |
guy on the beach at dusk, I know not
the cause, yet the younger man Jeft
him angrily and passed by where I
stood, with his hands, elinched.” ’I

“I¥Artigny, hey!® Casglon's voice
had a ring of pleasture fn ft. “Ay! he
is a hothend. Kuow yon where the
young cock Is now?" !

“He, with the chisf,-left an hour
ngo, Woas it not your order, mon-
sleur? |

Cassion mnde a swift gesture, but
what it might gignify I could not de-
termine, ns his fate was turned away. |
A moment thers was sllence, as he |
sbaded his eyes and peered out across |
the water. |

It certainly looks bad for
D'Artigny. Do you believe that
he has murdered Chevet In a fit
of temper? Is there a posasibil-
ity that Cassion knows mere of
the tragedy than his manner in.
dicates?

Il L L I TYITIT )

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

| er's answer,
, some sort of fiendish plot.
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WOMAN HAD
NERVOUS TROUBLE

Lydia E. Piakham's Vegeta-
ble Comgound Helped Her.

West Danby, N. Y.=*"I have had
nervous trouble all my Jife until I took
. Lydia E. Pinkham’a
Vegetable Com-
pound for nervea
and for female trou-
#1ibles and it straight-
ened me out in good
shape, I work nearly
all the time, as wo
live ona farm and I
have four girls. Ido
lall my sewing and
4 ijother work with
2itheir ‘help. so it
ehows that T stand it real well, T took
the Compound when my ten year old
daughter came and it helped me a lot
1 heve aléo had my oldest givl take it
ond it did her lots of good. 1 keepitin
the house all the time and recommend
it.""—Mre. DEWITT SINCEBAUGH, West
Denby, N. Y.

Sleeplessnéss, nervousness, irritabil-
ity, backache, headnches, dragging sen-
eations, all point to female derango-
ments which may be overcome by Lydia
E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound.

This famous remedy, the medicina)
ingrodients of which are derived from
native roota and herba, has for forty
years proved to be 8 most valaable tonic
and invigorator of the female orpanism,
Women everywhere bear willing testi-
mony to the wonderful virtus of Lydia
E. Pinkhum's Vegetable Compound.

Gowmd  deeds spepk  for  themselves,
bt we do not always hear them,
WOMAN'S CROWNING GLORY
is her halr. If yours 1s streaked with
ugly, grizzly, gray hairs, use "La Cre-
ole" Halr Dressing and change It in
the natural way. Price $1.00,—Adv,

When o winn piays s wiy in he sol-
dom lins to pay bis way out,

To Prive Out Malaria
And Build Up The System
Take the Old Standard GROVE'S
TASTELESS chill TONIC, You know
what you are taking, as the formula is
printed on every labal, showing it is
Quinine and Iron in n tasteless form. The
Quinine drives out malaria, the Iron
builds up the system. 50 cents
Invisible Best.
Bill—Do you llke the visible wrlt-
g style In typewriters?
Jill—No: with so much bad spell-
ing I think the Invisible style the best,

The Other Side of It
The Lady—Why do they eall the
class of men you belong to tramps?
The Hobho—1 guess It's ‘cause we re-
fuses ter do a OG0-cent job fer a 15-
cent handout, ma’nm.

The Artful Dodger.

There wag an alr of proud distine-
tlon about the tall, erect, raw-boned
southiern eracker as Lo stood before
Judge Broyles, felt hat in hand and
generous quld tucked away in one cor-

I ner of his capucious mouth.

“This man, your honor,” explained

| the officer who made the arvest, “Is a

susplelons chorpeter.  We found him
hiding along Decatur street, first In
one alley and then in another. Why,
would you belleve it, your honor, when
I finally got him he was hiding under
& stuck of dirty clothes in a hand laun-
dry.”

“What have you to gay for yourself,
Peter Cooper Haggs?' demanded the
Judge. “What were you hiding from—
the court must know !”

Everybody In thé big room leaned
forward to enteh the stero-faced erack-
They were prepared for

“Mua wife wuz after me ter pay fer
th' rent,” was the prisoner's calm re-
sponse.~—Case nnd Comment.

Grape Nuts

embodies the full, rich
nutriment of whole wheat
combined with malted
barley. This combination
gives it a distinctive, de-
licious flavor unknown to
foods made from wheat
alone.

Only selected grain is
used in making Grape-
Nuts and through skillful
processing it comes from
the package fresh, crisp,
untouched by hand, and

ready to eat.

Through long baking,
the energy producing
starches of the grain are
made wonderfully ecasy
of digestion.

A daily ration of this
splendid food yields a
marvelous return of health
and comfort.

“There’s a Reason”

" Sold by Grocers everywhere.
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